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came a telegram from Tchertkov saying that Tol'
stoi had pneumonia; the next day a wire from the
Rousskoie'Slovo gave Yasnaia Tolstoi's address
and at once Madame Tolstoi, nurse, doctor and
the children all went off to him at the little road-
side station at Astapova. But help came too late;
on the 7th of November, Boulgakov heard from
Tchertkov's wife that Tolstoi was dead. . . .

The whole story, it seems to me, gives birth to
two thoughts: first of all, here perhaps is the first
and best account of feminine jealousy ever put in
print. Shakespeare painting from his own experi'
ence describes Othello's jealousy, but says little
or nothing of Cleopatra's when Antony marries,
and very little of the mad jealousy felt by An'
tony's wife when she learns that he has left her
and gone back to "that serpent of old Nile." But
jealousy is the vice of the woman and not of the
man; long ago it should have been studied and
described by all the great poets; but they have all
ignored it, meshed in their own personalities. It
now remains for some woman to depict woman's
chief passion; the best attempt so far is this de-
scription of Sofia Tolstoi.

The second thought that occurs to me has been
suggested by Tolstoi himself when he comes all
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